She had her meal in lonely            in the somber

dining-room while Simon, having
tray by Isoni, moved about the table and pressed
upon her with bland insistence or leaned against the
sideboard and conducted a rambling moisolosrae that
seemed to have had no beginning and 'held no orcspect
of any end. It still flowed easily behind her as she veat
up the hall; when she stood In the front doer It wac
still going on? volitionless, as though entranced ?:?"li its
own existence and feeding on its own momentum:.

Beyond the porch the salvia bed lay in an unbearable
glare of white light, in clamorous splashes. Beyond it
the drive shimmered with heat until, arched over with
locust and oak, It descended in a cool green tunnel to
the gates and the sultry ribbon of the highroad.
Beyond the road fields spread away shimmering, broken
here and there by motionless clumps of wood, on to the
hills dissolving bhiely in the July haze.

She leaned for a while against the door, 121 her white
dress, her cheek against the cool, smooth plan a of the
jamb^ in a faint draft that came steadily from some-
where though no leaf stirred. Simon had finished in the
dining-room and a drowsy murmur of voices came up
the hall from the kitchen, borne upon that thin stirring
of air too warm to be called a breeze*

At last she heard a movement from above stairs
she remembered Isom with Bayard^s tray, and she
turned and slid the parlor doors ajar and entered. The
shades were drawn closely, and the crack of light that
followed her but deepened the gloom* She found the
piano and stood beside it for a while, touching its dusty
surface^ thinking of Miss Jenny erect indomitable
in her chair beside it. She heard Isom descend the
stairs; soon his footsteps died away down the hal!f
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